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SELLING  THE  SIZZLE 

This  concerns  a sizzling  steak. 

Have  you  ever  had  one  ? I have, 
and  I hope  you  have,  for  then  we  may 
think  in  the  same  terms. 

Perhaps  you  have  been  in  a restaur- 
ant when  the  man  at  the  next  table 
had  ordered  a sizzling  beef  steak,  while 
you  yourself  were  looking  forward  to 
two  nice  thick  ham  sandwiches  of  the 
kind  that  have  a diminishing  utility, 
with  which  you  are  (or  will  be)  famil- 
iar in  Economics  and  Finance,  Second 
Year. 

When  your  neighbor’s  order  came  in, 
the  waitress  wafted  it  past  you — before 
your  order  arrived.  Can  you  not  re- 
member your  personal  reactions  to  the 
passing  steak — reaction  to  three  of  your 
five  senses,  sight,  smell,  hearing?  You 
envied  him  the  prospect  for  his  reactions 
to  the  other  two,  taste  and  touch,  even 
if  he  did  burn  his  tongue.  You  made 
up  your  mind  then  and  there,  with  all 
this  going  on  under  your  eyes  and  nose, 
that  some  day,  some  day,  you  were  go- 
ing to  have  one  like  it,  if  only  for  the 
sizzle,  whether  it  be  at  the  Royal  York, 
a Chinese  restaurant,  a construction  or 
a mining  camp.  Yes,  it  would  be  a 
nice  large  thick  juicy  porterhouse,  so 
hot  and  sizzling  that  it  would  take  two 
men  to  hold  it. 

That  great  day  may  have  come  to 
you  in  a strange  way.  Somewhat  low 
in  spirit  and  pocket  perhaps,  you  found 
yourself  one  Saturday  in.  Childbows’ 
Restaurant  down  town  at  one  o’clock, 
and  you  ordered  an  attractive  macaroni 
au  gratin.  One  came,  but  went  on  along 
to  another  man.  Another  hustling  wait- 
ress brought  you  a large,  thick,  juicy, 
sizzling  steak.  She  smiled,  you  smiled. 
No,  it  wasn’t  your  order.  Somehow, 
somewhere,  that  red  hot  steak  had  been 
side-tracked  to  your  table.  It  sizzled, 
and  kept  on  sizzling.  Your  macaroni 
had  long  gone  past.  “Yes,  change  the 
order  please.  I’ll  take  the  steak ; 
thanks”.  And  you  did,  and  you  paid 
for  it,  handsomely. 

The  sizzle  sold  the  steak. 

( Continued  on  page  4) 


SCHOOL  DINNER 

Now  that  Santa  has  trundled  his  an- 
nual way  down  the  road  to  Eaton’s  and 
the  Follies  are  over  for  another  year, 
SCHOOL  DINNER  looms  on  the  hori- 
zon. Such  a sparkling  array  of  talent 
has  never  before  been  seen  and  heard 
as  that  which  is  even  now  speeding 
across  the  continent  to  join  us  as  guest 
speakers  on  Thursday.  Four  speakers 
— four  ! Outstanding  Engineers  ! All 
School  as  an  audience ! Superlative 
Turkey  Dinner  ! Monster  Sing-Song  ! 
Snappy  Entertainment ! 

"The  Status  of  An  Engineer,”  is  the 
subject  chosen  by  our  guest  speakers — 
each  will  talk  for  about  fifteen  minutes 
— Oh  yes  their  names — 

Dr.  J.  B.  Challies — President  of  the 
Engineering  Institute  of  Canada. 

Austin  Wright — General  Secretary  of 
the  Engineering  Institute  of  Canada. 

G.  A.  Gaherty — President  Montreal 
Engineering  Co.,  Director  of  Calgary 
Power  Co. 

Fred  Newell — Chief  Engineer  of  Do- 
minion Bridge  Co. 

Come  one,  come  all — give  the  little 
lad)-  a rest  one  night  this  week  and 
follow  the  crowd  to  SCHOOL  DIN- 
NER— an  event  second  to  none  in  a 
Schoolman’s  life — part  of  every  en- 
gineer's education. 

Turkey— mounds  of  it — crowds  of 
supervisors  have  spent  months  fatten- 
ing these  luscious  birds  especially  for 
the  feast.  Food,  fun,  famous  engine- 
ers— song,  skits,  shorter  speeches — 
every  Schoolman  will  be  there  — 
SCHOOL  DINNER,  Thursday  night, 
Hart  House. — What  was  that  ? — cer- 
tainly, it’s  all  for  only  85c. 


RENDEZVOUS 

4th  Year — East  Common  Room,  1st 
Floor. 

3rd  Year — West  Common  Room,  1st 
Floor. 

2nd  Year — Reading  Room,  1st  Floor. 
1st  Year — Music  Room,  2nd  Floor. 
Be  on  time — 7.00  Sharp. 


VOX  POPULI 

Lectures  and  Lecturers 

Probably  since  time  began,  since 
Alley  Oop  went  to  Podunk,  students 
have  been  grousing  about  the  lectures 
to  which  they  subject  themselves.  While 
this  may  not  please  the  powers  that  be, 
at  dear  old  Podunk,  it  is  a healthy  sign 
that  the  victims  are  sufficiently  inter- 
ested to  raise  a protest.  Thus,  with  all 
due  deference  to  the  aforementioned 
powers,  we  propose  to  classify  a few 
of  the  more  virulent  cases,  and  express 
a few  opinions  which  may  point  the  way 
to  better  lectures  in  the  future. 

Lectures,  like  all  Gaul,  may  be  divided 
into  three  parts. 

(1)  Those  that  follow  a text  or  set 
of  notes. 

(2)  Those  that  dictate  notes  with  the 
lecture. 

(3)  And  unfortunately,  those  who 
cannot  qualify  under  (1)  and  (2). 

Now,  when  a student  attends  a lec- 
ture, he  expects  to  learn  something  for 
the  thirty  cents  which  it  costs  him,  and 
furthermore  expects  to  take  away  from 
the  lecture  a store  of  reliable  informa- 
tion in  the  form  of  notes.  Thus  he 
faces  two  conflicting  requirements,  he 
must  pay  close  attention  to  understand 
the  lecture  and  at  the  same  time  must 
make  notes  which  will  record  the  facts 
accurately  and  adequately,  enabling  him 
to  recall  the  lecture  at  a later  date. 
The  result  of  this  division  of  attention 
is  a vague  set  of  notes  filled  with  errors 
and  half-truths. 

One  solution  to  this  problem  is  the 
use  of  a suitable  text  to  which  the 
student  may  refer  before,  during  and 
after  the  lecture  and  thus  assimilate  the 
information  well.  This  relieves  the  stu- 
dent of  the  necessity  for  making  exten- 
sive notes,  and  allows  him  to  devote  all 
his  attention  to  the  lecture.  This 
method,  however,  suffers  from  the  dis- 
advantage that  no  suitable  text  exists 
for  any  particular  course,  the  subject 
being  treated  either  too  broadly  or  too 
narrowly,  and  furthermore  texts  become 
rapidly  obsolete  in  these  days  of  Ac- 
(Continucd  on  page  2) 
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EDI-TRIALS 

“Well — hum,  let’s  see  now, — Here’s 
two  columns  of  Sportoike,  500  words, 
498  adjectives, — game  off  till  Tuesday, 
eh,  whose  field  is  it  anyway — and  here’s 
the  Alley  Cat.  have  to  get  that  typed — • 
wonder  if  anyone  will  understand  it 
this  time, — still  full  of  the  same  old 
guff — have  to  watch  this  guy,  he’ll  have 
us  all  thrown  out  one  of  these  days, 
anything  for  a laugh  he  says — Oh  Yeah ! 
— What’s  this  mess? — Social  Fpheri- 
mis!  Jackson’s  puzzle- — Hope  he  spel- 
led some  of  the  words  write — that’s  the 
trouble  with  not  seeing  the  point  of 
his  jokes,  I never  know  whether  it’s  a 
mistake  or  just  subtle.  Where’s  that 
stuff  Mitchell’s  been  promising  for  two 
weeks,— only  one  hour  till  we  go  to 
press  and  lie’s  probably  still  under  the 
table — Oh  well,  maybe  he  got  some 
Date  bureau  material  at  the  U.  C. 
Follies, — Hiya  Paul — half  a page  for 
a School  Dinner  ad  ? — O.K.  by  me,  less 
space  for  us  to  fill — gosh,  I hope  this 
guff  gets  by,  but  they’ll  understand 
when  they  get  to  fourth  year  and  have 
to  write  a 10,000  word  thesis. — Suppose 
I should  write  something  myself — let’s 
see — well — hum, — Oh  nuts,  who  reads 
Editorials  anyway.”  See  you  Thurs- 
day. 


VOX  POPULI 

( Continued  from  page  1) 

celerated  Science.  Thus,  the  simplest 
solution  would  be  to  supply  a set  of 
mimeographed  notes,  which  in  addition 
to  the  advantages  of  the  text,  will  cover 
the  subject  adequately,  may  be  easily 
kept  up  to  date,  and  are  much  cheaper. 

We  know  the  classic  arguments 
against  these  improvements,  that  the 


boys  will  skip  the  lectures,  but  we’re 
willing  to  gurantee  that  very  few  stu- 
dents worthy  of  the  name  are  going  to 
toss  thirty  cents  per  hour  down  the 
drain  if  the  lecture  is  presented  in  an 
orderly  and  interesting  fashion.  There 
is  sufficient  proof  for  this  statement, 
since  the  method  has  been  used  success- 
fully by  some  of  the  more  advanced  lec- 
turers at  School  for  some  years. 

As  for  the  dictation  of  notes,  while 
this  is  a worthy  effort  and  prevents 
distortion  of  facts,  it  is  unnecessary,  as 
the  time  saved  by  supplying  mimeo- 
graphed notes  could  be  used  to  expand 
the  subject.  While  some  few  subjects, 
which  are  highly  theoretical  and  re- 
quire detailed  working  out  of  examples 
may  require  taking  of  notes,  for  the 
purely  descriptive  or  technical  lecture 
there  can  be  no  doubt  of  the  advantage 
of  the  use  of  mimeographed  notes. 

The  points  in  favour  of  mimeo- 
graphed notes  may  be  summarized  as 
follows : 

(1)  Allow  undivided  attention  to  the 
lecture. 

(2)  More  time  available  to  expand 
on  the  subject. 

(3)  Facts  are  undistorted. 

(4)  Notes  are  in  a neat,  concise, 
easily-read  form. 

In  addition  the  mimeographed  notes 
are  superior  to  a text  because : 

( 1 ) They  can  be  made  to  cover  the 
subject  more  adequately  than  any  gen- 
eralized or  specialized  text. 

(2)  They  may  be  easily  kept  up  to 
date. 

(3)  They  are  much  cheaper  than  text 
books. 

Now  for  lecturers: 

One  of  the  worst  types  is  the  Speed 
Artist.  He  goes  breezing  along,  show- 
ing off  his  dazzingly  superior  intelli- 
gence and  burning  through  a brief  re- 
sume of  his  very  advanced  knowledge 
of  the  subject  (or  is  he  covering  up?). 
All  quite  oblivious  of  the  fact  that  may- 
be he  is  a little  better  than  most  of 
us,  but  howinhell  are  we  going  to  get 
anything  out  of  it  if  he  doesn’t  come 
down  out  of  the  tree,  and  talk  on  our 
level.  More  often  than  not,  this  lecture 
is  a disorderly  hodge  podge  of  anything 
and  everything  and  naturally  note-tak- 
ing is  next  to  impossible.  If  these  men 
would  only  slow  down  and  talk  on  the 
level  of  the  student  and  try  to  indicate 
the  significance  of  their  statements,  all 
would  be  well. 

Another  bad  customer  is  the  Screw- 
ball type : the  disorderly  lecturer  who 
doesn't  seem  to  care  where  he  is  going 
and  usually  gets  there.  This  is  all  very 
entertaining  but  unfortunately  that  does 
not  butter  any  bread. 


And  then  we  have  the  unfortunate 
soul  who  overdoes  things,  and  pretends 
to  talk  to  a class  of  two  year  olds  (No 
cracks  Please!),  and  generally  succeeds 
in  tying  everything  up  in  knots  with 
similes,  examples,  etc. 

Also  very  disappointing  is  the  lec- 
turer who  delivers  the  same  lecture 
word  for  word,  year  in,  year  out  and 
at  that  probably  cribbed  the  thing.  This 
is  unforgivable,  for  the  least  that  can 
be  expected  of  a lecturer  is  that  he 
be  original  and  keep  up  to  date. 

But  the  snake  in  the  weeds,  the  viper, 
is  the  guy  that  starts  his  lecture  at 
12.15,  bubbles  sweet  nothings  and  guff 
for  one  solid  hour  and  then  nonchal- 
ently  pulls  out  his  clock  and  remarks, 
“Well,  it's  1.15,  we’ll  stop  here  to-day! 
Curses  ! U/A/a  ; !* 

Here’s  for  better  lectures  for  the  com- 
ing year ! 

Rem  Rofer. 


DEBATES  CLUB 

The  S.P.S.  Debates  Club  has  held 
one  meeting  to  date,  at  which  it  was 
proved  to  be  a decidedly  good  thing  to 
initiate  Freshmen.  This  was  carried 
out  theoretically  (Poor  Sophs). 

I feel  that  the  aims  and  purposes  of 
the  Club  are  not  known  to  the  men  of 
the  First  Year.  The  purpose  of  the 
Club  is  to  encourage  and  practise  the 
art  of  public  speaking  which  is  essen- 
tial to  everyone,  particularly  to  our  own 
profession. 

The  Club  endeavours  to  carry  out 
this  aim  by  lively  discussions  which 
are  held  monthly.  The  success  of  the 
Club  depends  on  men  from  every  de- 
partment turning  out  and  contributing 
humour  and  ideas  after  the  debate  it- 
self. 

The  Club  has  its  own  characteristic 
signs  this  year  so  watch  the  notice 
boards,  gather  up  your  enthusiasm  and 
help  S.P.S.  build  up  the  best  public 
speaking  Club  on  the  Campus. 

H.  deV.  Partridge, 
Chairman. 


NOTICES 

Fourth  Year. 

Torontonensis  pictures  and  biograph- 
ies were  due  on  the  fifteenth,  and  in 
order  to  help  the  Torontonensis  staff, 
they  should  be  handed  in  immediately. 

School  Christmas  Cards. 

These  will  be  ready  in  about  a week 
and  orders  may  be  placed  any  time  now. 
A sample  will  be  posted  shortly.  The 
cards  are  the  best  we’ve  ever  had. 
Cost — plain — 75c  per  dozen ; personal — 
$1.00. 
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SPORTOIKE 

School  has  eased  herself  into  a nice 
comfortable  second  in  the  Intramural 
standing  where  she  is  in  a nice  position 
to  ride  along  and  in  the  final  sprint  whip 
up  another  championship. 

Big  potential  point  getters  are 
School’s  Three  Star  Lacrosse  set  up. 
Junior  School  fields  a young,  fast,  very 
promising  team  liable  to  bust  up  any 
game  at  any  time.  Courageous,  hard- 
fighting,  and  all  wicked  shots  these  boys 
are  lathering  in  and  will  provide  Senior 
School  with  all  kinds  of  material  next 
year.  Right  now  the  Seniors  are  bat- 
tling for  their  fourth  successive  cham- 
pionship and  if  they  can  wallop  the 
buttermilk  out  of  Vic  they  are  a cinch. 
The  Intermediates  are  showing  truly 
blasting  power  and  are  sailing  right  out 
in  front  of  their  group. 

In  the  Intercollegiate  Harrier,  while 
Varsity  was  beaten,  Hogg  of  School 
was  the  first  Toronto  man  in,  after  a 
gallant  fight  all  the  way.  School  was 
second  in  the  track  meet  and  threatens 
to  burn  the  boarded  lanes  to  charcoal 
when  the  indoor  track  season  starts. 

The  Soccer  team  while  not  finishing 
in  the  finals,  breezed  through  a much 
better  season  and  are  in  a good  position 
to  really  go  to  town  next  year. 

One  of  the  big  blows  before  Christ- 
mas will  be  the  Junior  Assault  where 
the  lads  who  box,  wrestle  and  fence 
will  get  together  for  the  first  meet  of 
the  year.  School  has  always  ranked 
high  in  these  events  so  it  behooves  the 
Freshmen  to  lather  in  and  keep  the  old 
ball  rolling. 

Hockey,  Water  Polo,  Baseball,  Bas- 
ketball and  Badminton  all  start  right 
after  Christmas,  and  with  such  a good 
start  School  should  have  no  trouble  in 
bringing  home  another  championship. 

Four  Engineers,  Four  will  hold  forth 
at  the  Dinner  so  rally  around,  men  and 
make  this  a real  affair  and  also  get 
yourselves  a real  feed. 

C’mon  School.  Fight!  Fight!  This 
is  the  day  School  does  or  dies  for  dear 
ol’  S.P.S.  Given  a few  breaks  and  a 
fast  field  we  have  a sneaky  feeling  that 
this  is  School’s  year.  Meds  will  be 
plenty  tough  of  course,  (they  always 
are,  the  Rats),  but  Meds  have  as  yet 
to  run  up  against  anything  as  classy  or 
as  tough  as  the  galloping  Juniors.  The 
way  these  boys  were  denting  the  Dents 
dentures  in  the  semis  we  have  an  idea 
Clinkett  and  Co.  are  going  to  get  a 
grating.  The  boys  will  be  really  track- 
ing this  Dream  Backfielder  Clinkett, 
and  every  time  he  makes  a move  he  is 
going  to  be  plenty  bothered  by  four  or 
five  of  the  hard-smashing  Juniors.  Win, 
lose  or  draw,  School  has  put  up  a great 
fight  this  year  and  deserve  one  hundred 
per  cent,  backing  from  every  School- 
man. Congrats  Junior  School ! 


Who  said  Badminton  ? Everyone 
knows  this  is  the  place  where  Bad- 
minton is  the  thing  that  most  people  do 
the  least  of.  Did  you  know  that  in 
the  last  few  years  this  University 
boasted  probably  two  of  the  greatest 
amateur  players  in  the  world  ? Did 
you  know  that  hidden  away  in  the  quiet 
cloisters  of  Trinity  are  two  fellows  who 
are  a cinch  to  win  Dominion  Champion- 
ships this  year  ? School  has  never  had 
a player  of  National  ranking,  but  we 
maintain  that  that  is  because  School 
never  seriously  played  the  “Fastest 
Game  on  Earth”.  How  about  School 
taking  hold  and  leading  the  way  as  she 
always  does  in  Campus  activities  and 
help  put  this  great  game  on  the  map. 
How  about  an  Interfaculty  and  then  an 
Intercollegiate  Tournament.  Western 
and  Queens  could  floor  good  teams,  and 
McGill  has  the  greatest  mixed-doubles 
players  in  Canada.  Just  a little  sup- 
port and  its  our  guess  that  this  game 
will  become  just  as  popular  as  any  on 
the  Campus. 


CONTEST 

Toike  Oike  is  offering  a ticket  to 
School  Nite,  for  the  best  humourous 
article  for  that  edition.  The  rules  are 
as  follows : 

1.  Length  to  be  about  500  words. 

2.  Must  be  original. 

3.  To  be  pinned  on  Bulletin  Board 
inside  Engineering  Society  Execu- 
tive Office,  or  mailed  to  Toike 
Oike  Editor,  not  later  than  Janu- 
ary 1st,  1939. 

4.  Judges  to  be  Toike  Oike  Staff. 
Any  subject  will  do,  just  make  it  funny. 


Prof.  Jones : “Here  is  a perfect  speci- 
men of  a stork.  Don’t  you  think  it’s 
marvelous  ?” 

Mrs.  Jones  : “No,  no ! Take  it  away. 
It  gives  me  the  Willies.” 


“Whadda  ya  mean  my  girl  has  an 
arch  look?” 

“Bow  legs.” 


“Ikie  has  been  arrested  for  highway 
rubbery.” 

“You  mean  highway  robbery  don’t 
you  ?” 

“No,  he  vas  rubbering  into  parked 
cars.” 


S.P.S.  QUIZ  CONTEST  FOR 
FRESHMEN 

FROSH ! Do  you  know  the  Facts 
of  Life  (University  life)  ? You  should 
know  your  way  around  well  enough  now 
to  answer  the  following  easy  questions. 
To  encourage  you,  Toike  Oike  is  offer- 
ing 5,404  prizes,  with  a grand  prize  of 
50,000  smackers  (payable  in  instalments 
of  ten  by  arrangement  with  the  Date 
Bureau) . 

Start  NOW!  The  rules  are  simple: 
After  each  question  there  is  a group 
of  answers,  one  of  which  is  correct. 
Check  the  one  you  think  is  right.  Then 
write  a five  thousand  word  essay  on 
(1)  Wheat,  (2)  The  Railway  Prob- 
lem, or  (3)  Mining  in  Canada,  and 
save  for  second  year  Economics  and 
Finance.  Send  your  answers  together 
with  the  remainder  of  your  green  tie, 
or  reasonable  facsimile  thereof,  to 
CONTEST  EDITOR,  Toike  Oike, 
Room  E-16,  Electrical  Bldg. 

Remember,  School  Days  are  your  best 
entertainment ! 

I.  How  many  freshettes  are  there  in 

S.P.S.? 

(a)  Not  enough 

(b)  Five 

(c)  Not  enough 

(d)  Too  many 

II.  In  the  Varsity  cheer,  how  is 
“Toronto”  pronounced? 

(a)  Torahna 

(b)  Trahna 

(c)  Trahntoe 

(d)  School 

III.  Who  said  “Every  Engineer  is  by 
nature  an  Economist”  ? 

(a)  A U.C.  coed 

(b)  Dean  Mitchell 

(c)  Herbert  Hoover 

(d)  The  Date  Bureau  Operator 

IV.  A person  who  enrolls  in  Arts  is 
what  ? 

(a)  A lazy  bum 

(b)  An  Arts  student 

(c)  A sucker 

V.  What  is  Whitney  Hall  ? 

(a)  A matrimonial  Bureau 

(b)  A henhouse 

(c)  A women’s  residence 

(d)  A clip  joint 

VI.  The  main  course  on  the  20c  lunch 
at  Hart  House  is : 

(a)  Raisin  bread 

(b)  White  bread 

(c)  Soup 

(d)  Brown  bread 
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THE  TOiKE  OIKE 


SELLING  THE  SIZZLE 

( Continued  from  page  1) 

The  -A«nual  Engineering  Society 
Dinner  this  year  promises  to  be  unique. 
This  singularity  will  apply  to  all  its 
features,  even  to  the  meal  itself ; it  has 
not  yet  been  divulged  whether  there  are 
going  to  be  beef  steaks,  but  a Hart 
House  dinner,  so  hot  as  to  include  siz- 
zles, is  not  beyond  the  bounds  of  pos- 
sibility. 

The  speeches  and  the  entertainment 
are,  however,  assured.  A departure  is 
promised  and  there  is  a rumour  that  a 
kind  of  four-ring  circus  of  speeches  is 
on  the  way.  Although  out  of  the  East, 
it  has  recently  been  touring  the  West, 
and  is  now  again  bound  Eastward  like 
the  weather.  It  will  indeed  be  unique 
to  have  four  old  graduates  — real 
“Schoolmen”,  eminent  engineers  all  of 
them,  with  a total  of  about  a hundred 
years  of  experience,  come  back  in  a 
quadrilateral  hook-up  to  tell  us  about 
the  status  of  the  engineer.  All  this 
part  at  any  rate  promises  to  be  a first- 
rate  sizzle. 

* * * 

There  are  many  things  in  this  world 
that  are  “not  so  hot"  as  they  may  ap- 
pear ; at  any  rate  one  often  hears  that 
said,  and  in  some  cases  the  expression 
may  well  be  justified.  We  have  to  put 
up  sometimes  with  various  things  that 
are  just  not  hot  enough;  shaving  water 
for  instance,  or  toast  or  oyster  stew. 
Two  things  we  live  with,  carbon  and 
oxygen,  will  not  unite  when  cold  ; steel 
will  not  harden  unless  hot  enough;  if 
the  compression  temperature  in  the 
Diesel  engine  is  not  high  enough  the 
fuel  will  not  burn. 

Have  you  ever  tried,  with  a match, 
to  set  fire  to  a piece  of  coal,  coke  or 
wood  ? It  won’t  work,  although  you 
may  burn  your  fingers  doing  so.  There 
just  isn’t  enough  heat  in  the  match  to 
get  them  going,  despite  the  B.T.U.  and 
other  values  they  may  have  stored  up. 
It  isn’t  just  hot  enough.  So  it  is  with 
ourselves  and  the  work  to  which  we  set 
our  hands.  If  we  are  not  sufficiently  hot 
in  our  application,  or  if  we  lose  our 
sense  of  proportion,  or  if  we  fail  to  con- 
centrate our  effort  at  the  right  place 
and  time,  we  just  cannot  succeed  in  our 
tasks  no  matter  how  simple  and  easy 
they  appear. 

“Not  so  hot”  is  not  new;  it  is  no 
modern  slang  expression,  for  you  will 
find  it  in  King  Lear  and  in  Peppys 
Diary  (April,  1664),  conveying  the 
same  meaning  as  to-day.  In  these  days, 
however,  its  application  is  doubly  ap- 
propriate with  the  intensities  of  our 
modern  complex  life  and  work.  We 
have  to  turn  on  the  heat  in  so  many 
ways  and  so  often  that  but  little  can 
be  accomplished  without  it. 


There  are  many  devices  in  modern 
mechanisms  concerned  with  heat  where- 
in the  steady  pilot  flame  is  continuously 
burning,  ready  always  to  burst  into  a 
heating  flame  on  demand.  How  many 
of  us  have  constantly  burning  pilot 
flames  ? How  many  of  us  are  learning 
by  our  experience  when  and  how  to 
“turn  on  the  heat”  for  our  particular 
job  in  hand?  It  may  be  for  some  new 
work  to  do  or  it  may  be  just  to  keep 
on  periodically  applying  the  heat  for 
the  same  work  to  do  over  and  over 
again.  Are  we  sure  our  pilot  flame  is 
hot  enough,  keeps  hot  enough  and  ready 
enough  to  instantly  flash  up  to  its 
working  heat? 

It  isn’t  enough  to  just  keep  on  quietly 
burning,  smouldering  as  it  were.  We 
must  know  that  ready  behind  it  is  the 
volume,  the  pressure,  and  the  velocity 
for  the  sudden  demand.  Then,  when  the 
right  time  comes  there  is  sure  to  be 
enough  heat  and  to  spare.  We  must 
all  have  the  heat  ready  to  sizzle  and 
lots  of  it.  That,  to-day,  is  the  way  to 
succeed  in  this  competitive  world. 

More  than  that,  we  must  turn  on  the 
heat  just  a bit  hotter  than  ever — -can 
we  get  it  hotter  than  the  fellow  next 
door  or  apply  it  better  than  those  who 
have  gone  before  us?  When  we  get 
this  resolved  into  our  professional  life 
to  make  it  a measure  of  success,  there 
come  the  questions,  when  a young  en- 
gineer is  being  discussed  for  promotion 
to  a higher  post,  "Does  he  know  en- 
ough?” “Is  he  a live  wire?”  Is  he 
hot  enough  ?” 

If  we  can  properly  interpret  the  trend 
of  to-day,  have  we  not  arrived  at  the 
time  when  the  world’s  requirements  are 
not  only  ability  but  energy  and  sound 
rapid  thinking  with  prompt  initiative? 
The  world  wants  the  kind  that  turns 
the  spark  to  a flame  and  the  flame  to 
a furnace. 

There  must  be  some  certain  sure  way 
of  inspiring  ourselves,  persuading,  yes 
driving,  ourselves  to  a higher,  hotter 
and  more  effective  working  temperature. 
We  may  have  heat  enough,  but  the 
trick  is  to  get  it  to  the  right  place  at 
the  right  time  quickly  enough. 

So  let  us  remember  the  beef  steak. 
An  ordinary  steak  is  fine,  but  a hot 
sizzling  steak  over  a fire  that  is  quicker 
and  better  than  the  next  one,  is  the 
steak  that  will  sell  every  time.  We 
must  all  go  hotter  and  have  some  kind 
of  sizzle  to  sell  that  goes  with  our  own 
ability,  our  own  energy,  our  own  in- 
genuity, our  own  initiative. 

Let’s  make  the  sizzle  sell! 

C.  H.  Mitchell, 
Dean. 

21st  November,  1638. 


“BRING  THEM  ALL” 

(Note:  The  Editor  of  “Toike  Oike” 
has  found  a short  article  with  the  above 
title  in  the  Financial  Post  (Toronto) 
of  17th  September  last,  which  he  has 
thought  would  interest  the  men  of  this 
Faculty  and  which  is  reproduced  be- 
low.) 

Brig.  General  C.  H.  Mitchell  is  Dean 
of  the  Faculty  of  Applied  Science  at 
University  of  Toronto.  As  such  he  has 
a wide  variety  of  schools  under  him, 
architecture,  mechanical  engineering, 
mining  engineering,  civil  engineering, 
chemical  engineering,  and  some  others. 

General  Mitchell  is  himself  a civil 
engineer.  As  a young  man  he  was  city 
engineer  and  land  surveyor  for  Niagara 
Falls,  Ontario.  One  day  the  city  en- 
gineer took  a crew  of  bright  young 
men  out  to  survey  a new  subdivision  for 
the  city.  All  day  they  toiled  under  the 
boiling  sun  laying  out  stakes,  each  on 
a spot  measured  to  the  fraction  of  an 
inch.  Good  progress  was  made.  The 
job  was  nearly  finished  by  nightfall 
when  Engineer  Mitchell  decided  to  quit. 
He  began  to  pack  up  his  equipment  and 
noticed  that  one  thing  had  been  mis- 
laid somewhere  back  on  the  roadway. 
He  turned  to  his  junior  assistant  and 
said,  "Bring  the  maul.”  Then  he  and 
the  others  sat  down  to  wait. 

They  waited  five  minutes,  ten  min- 
utes, fifteen  minutes  and  wondered 
what  had  happened  to  their  helper.  Fin- 
ally he  appeared,  perspiring  and  stag- 
gering under  an  armload  of  stakes.  Mr. 
Mitchell  suddenly  realized  with  no  little 
j horror  and  perturbation  that  the  young 
man  had  pulled  up  all  the  stakes  so 
carefully  laid  and  was  bringing  them 
faithfully  back. 

“What  the  dickens.”  Mr.  Mitchell  be- 
gan to  explode. 

The  assistant  dropped  the  stakes  and 
remarked  casually  and  not  a little 
proudly. 

“Well  you  said  to  bring  them  all.” 


Let’s  make  this  our  slogan 
for  School  Dinner.  — “BRING 
THEM  ALL." 


SENIOR 

FALL  PROM. 


DECEMBER  13 


BOULEVARD 

CLUB 


ISCHOOL  DINNER  I 

The  Speakers : 

DR.  J.  B.  CHALLIES 

President  Engineering  Institute  of  Canada 

AUSTIN  WRIGHT 

General  Secretary  Engineering  Institute  of  Canada 

G.  A.  GAHERTY 

Montreal  Engineering  Company 

FRED  NEWELL 

Chief  Engineer,  Dominion  Bridge  Company 

EVERY  SCHOOLMAN  SHOULD  BE  ON  HAND  TO  HEAR 
THESE  OUTSTANDING  ENGINEERS. 

DIVERSIFIED  ENTERTAINMENT 

GREAT  HALL  - - HART  HOUSE 
THURSDAY  - - NOVEMBER  24th 
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PATRONS  AND  PATRONESSES 

DR.  and  MRS.  H.  J.  CODY 
DEAN  and  MRS.  C.  R.  YOUNG 
LIEUT.-COL.  and  MRS.  W.  S.  WILSON 
PROF,  and  MRS.  R.  W.  ANGUS 
PROF,  and  MRS.  J.  W.  BAIN 
PROF,  and  MRS.  W.  M.  TREADGOLD 
PROF,  and  MRS.  W.  J.  T.  WRIGHT 
PROF,  and  MRS.  A.  R.  ZIMMER 


COMMITTEE 


J.  WARD 

R.  MAUGHAN 
M.  J.  AYKROYD 

K.  BINGHAM 
M.  DOUGLAS 

G.  R.  HEFFERNAN 
W.  MOESER 


D.  HAMLIN 
P.  SMITH 
A.  P.  CROSBY 
J.  J.  DRAVIS 
N.  BALES 
A.  GORMAN 
J.  T.  CAWLEY 


C H O O L 


N 1 1 E-1  9 4 3 


Orchestra:  BILL  KERRIGAN  (Leader),  WALT  TRONIANKO,  K.  R.  VAN  !WYCK,  BOB  CAVANAGH,  DICK  CAVANAGH,  JACK  HUNTER. 
Stage  Crew:  KEN  BINGHAM  (Manager),  SCOTT  MOSS,  BOB  GROSSKURTH,  FRANK  MELVANIN,  RALPH  MclNTYRE,  DON  OLSON. 

Script:  BOB  FAIRFIELD,  BILL  NEALE,  DOUG  TIDY,  BOB  THOMSON,  "jSTEPHEN  LEACOCK.” 

(OVERTURES,  ENTRE  ACTS,  FINALES,  NO  GOT  SOME  OF  THESE.) 
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TO  THE  CUSTOMERS:  STAY  PUT  WHERE  YOU  SAW  THE  FIRST  ACT.  THE  SECOND  WILL  BE  AROUND  AT  11.00  O’CLOCK 
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THE  TOIKE  OIKE 


THE  TOIKE  OIKE 

Devoted  to  the  interests  of  the  Under- 
graduates of  the  Faculty  of 
Applied  Science. 


Published  Every  Now  and  Then  by 
The  Engineering  Society  of  the 
University  of  Toronto. 


Editor 

F.  J.  Lysaght 

Assistant  Editor.... 

L.  J.  Lennon 

Sports  Editor 

. ..R.  C.  Quittenton 

Feature  Editor 

D.  Drapkin 

Director  of  Publications 

and  Publicity 

W.  A.  Moeser 

EDITORIAL? 

There’ll  be  no  Editorial  this  time, 
Just  let  the  Editor  write  these  lines. 
He’s  not  responsible  at  all, 

For  any  term,  design  or  scrawl, 

Bear  this  in  mind  my  pretty  miss, 
That  if  there’s  anything  amiss 
The  man  responsible  for  the  sight 
Is  here  with  you  at  this  School-Nite. 

* * * 

A harried  young  man  rushed  into  a 
barroom,  looking  furtively  around  him, 
and  whispered  to  the  bartender — “Give 
me  a drink — quick — before  the  trouble 
begins.” 

The  bartender  scurried  to  pour  out  the 
drink,  which  the  gentleman  gulped  down 
in  a swallow,  shoving  the  empty  glass 
back  and  hissing — “Another  one,  quick, 
before  the  trouble  begins.” 

The  bartender  hastily  obeyed  and 

when  he  had  watched  the  second  one 
disappear  he  could  no  longer  refrain 
from  inquiring  when  the  trouble  was 
to  begin. 

“It  begins  right  now,”  said  the 

stranger.  “I’ve  got  no  money  to  pay  for 
these  drinks.” 

* * * 

Warden — “So  you  think  your  safe 

now.  If  we  give  you  your  liberty,  will 
you  leave  liquor  and  women  alone?” 
Inmate — “I  sure  will.” 

Warden — “You’d  better  stay  here. 
You’re  still  crazy." 

* * * 

Professor  (to  freshman  entering  class 
late) — “On  what  date  were  you  born, 
young  man?” 

Freshman — “On  April  2nd,  sir.” 
Professor — “Hum,  being  late  must  be 
a habit  with  you.” 

* * * 

Alice  (to  late  returning  husband)  — 
“Is  that  you,  Al?” 

A1 — “It’d  better  be.” 

* * * 

“Darling,  I could  sit  here  and  do 
nothing  but  look  at  you  forever.” 
“Yeah,  that’s  what  I’m  beginning  to 
think,  tool” 


THE  NECKED  TRUTH 

I think  that  I shall  never  see 
A girl  refuse  a meal  that’s  free 
A girl  whose  hungry  eyes  aren’t  fixed 
Upon  a coke  that’s  being  mixed. 

A girl  who  isn’t  prone  to  wear 
A lot  of  junk  stuck  in  her  hair. 

But  girls  are  loved  by  fools  like  me 
For  who  the  heck  can  neck  a tree? 

* * * 

It  doesn’t  matter  how  watchful  and 
vigilant  a girl  is:  if  a fellow  kisses  her, 
its  ten  to  one  he’ll  do  it  right  under  her 
nose. 

* * * 

Cutie  (in  department  store) — “Do  you 
have  notions  on  this  floor?” 

Floorwalker  (appraisingly)  — “Fre- 
quently, but  we  can’t  give  way  to  them 
during  business  hours.” 

* * * 

She  laughed  when  I sat  down  at  the 
piano;  but  when  I came  over  to  the 
divan,  she  got  scared  as  hell. 

* * * 

Remember  way  back  when  . . . wolves 
had  four  feet. 

— ^ 

“Well,  I think  I’ll  put  the  motion 
before  the  house,”  said  the  chorus  girl 
as  she  danced  out  onto  the  stage. 

* * * 

“£ob,  had  you  been  drinking  when  you 
came  home  last  night?” 

“That’s  just  like  a woman.  Just  be- 
cause I had  a little  difficulty  in  getting 
in,  because  I couldn’t  pronounce  a few 
words,  because  I took  off  my  clothes  in 
the  living  room,  and  wore  my  silk  hat  in 
bed,  you  rush  to  the  conclusion  that  I 
had  been  drinking.” 

* * * 

“What’s  the  matter  here?”  asked  the 
policeman  of  the  battered  man  lying  on 
the  sidewalk  outside  an  apartment  house. 

“Oh,  just  absent  mindedness,”  was  the 
reply. 

“What  are  you  talking  about?”  re- 
torted the  officer. 

“Well,  you  see  I live  on  the  fourth 
floor  of  this  building.  My  wife  and  I 
are  both  very  absent  minded.  I just 
came  down  from  a long  business  trip, 
and  my  wife  and  I were  at  the  dinner 
table  when  a step  sounded  in  the  hall 
and  someone  tried  the  door.  Well,  my 
wife  is  so  absent  minded  that  she  said — 
“Goodness,  here  comes  my  husband!” 
“And  I’m  so  absent  minded  that  I 
jumped  out  the  window." 


“I  was  out  with  a drunk  the  other 
night  and  he  headed  right  for  a tele- 
phone pole.” 

“The  dog.” 

* * * 

Fugitive — “Quick!  Where  can  I 

hide?  The  police  are  after  me!” 

Office  Employee — “In  the  filing  cab- 
inet. Nobody  can  find  anything  there.” 

* * * 

“As  I understand  the  case,”  said  his 
honor,  “you  and  your  husband  had  a 
drunken  altercation,  and  you  were  kicked 
in  the  ensuing  rumpus.” 

“No,  sah,  Judge,”  replied  Mandy,  “Ah 
was  kicked  in  de  stummick.” 

* * * 

“John,  I’m  sure  I heard  a mouse 
squeak.” 

“Well,  do  you  want  me  to  get  up  and 
oil  it?” 

' if.  in  % 

Sometimes  the  apple  of  a man’s  eye 
turns  out  to  be  a hot  potato. 

* * * 

For  Sale — A violin,  by  a young  man 
in  good  condition,  except  for  a loose  peg 
in  the  head. 

* * 

To  the  Editor  of  the  Lovelorn — “Six 
months  ago  I became  engaged  to  a 
young  man,  I found  he  had  a wooden 
leg,  should  I break  it  off?” 

* * * 

Jack  had  just  been  informed  by  his 
father  that  he  was  spending  twice  as 
much  money  at  college  as  he  should. 

“Son,”  remarked  the  father,  “I  know 
you're  spending  it  on  whiskey  and 
women.  I don’t  mind  you  fooling  around 
with  one  of  these,  but  you  can’t  keep 
up  the  pace  with  both.  You've  got  to 
cut  one  of  them  out  absolutely.” 

“All  right,  Dad,  I'm  willing.  Which 
one  would  you  advise  me  to  cut  out?” 

The  old  man  thought  in  silence  for  a 
moment  and  then  said,  “Son,  you  can 
drink  all  the  whiskey  you  want  when 
you  get  old.” 

* * * 

Eightball — “What  fo’  dat  doctah 
cornin’  outa  yoah  house?” 

Blackout — “Ah  dunno  but  ah’s  gotta 
inkling.” 

* * * 

The  jury  found  the  defendant  guilty 
of  burglary. 

"Have  you  anything  to  say  before  I 
sentence  you?”  asked  the  judge. 

“Only  that  I’m  not  guilty, ” replied 
the  defendant,  “and  that  I object  to  being 
identified  by  a fellow  who  had  his  head 
under  the  bed  covers,  all  the  time  I 
was  in  the  room.” 
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A doctor’s  telephone  rang  one  night, 
awakening  him  from  fitfull  slumber. 
It  was  one  of  his  regular  patients,  a 
man  in  a wild  state  of  alarm. 

“My  wife,  doctor,”  he  shouted.  “Its 
her  appendix.  Y ou’d  better  come  around 
and  see  her  at  once.” 

The  doctor  sighed  and  told  the  man 
to  go  back  to  bed.  “Give  her  some 
bicarbonate  or  ginger  ale,  and  I’ll  look 
in  tomorrow,”  he  said.  “She  hasn’t  got 
appendicitis.” 

The  husband  became  even  wilder,  in- 
sisting that  she  did  have  appendicitis. 

“Well,  she  can’t  have!”  the  doctor 
shouted.  “I  took  her  appendix  out  three 
years  ago  and  I never  heard  of  anyone 
having  two  appendixes.” 

“Ever  hear  of  anybody  having  two 
wives?”  the  man  asked  bitterly. 

* * * 

Customer — “I  wish  to  try  on  that 
dress  in  the  window.” 

Clerk — “Sorry,  lady,  but  you’ll  have  to 
use  the  fitting  room.” 

* * * 

For  the  fourth  time  the  corporation 
lawyer  conducting  the  cross-examination 
led  the  witness  to  the  accident/ 

“You  say  that  after  the  street  car 
passed,  the  man  was  seen  lying  on  the 
ground  with  his  scalp  bleeding.  Did  the 
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“Naw,”  exploded  the  exasperated  wit- 
ness, “The  conductor  leaned  out  and  hit 
him  as  he  went  by.” 

* * * 

Sambo  went  to  his  parson  one  day 
and  said,  “Pahson,  will  yo’  all  pray  fo’ 
my  floatin’  kidney  next  Sunday?” 

“Well,  Sambo,”  said  the  preacher,  “I’d 
be  glad  to  do  anything  for  you,  but  do 
you  think  that  that’s  a proper  thing  to 
pray  for  in  church?” 

“Well,  Pahson,  Ah  thought  you  prayed 
fo’  something  like  that  las’  Sunday. 
You  prayed  long  and  hard  fo’  de  loose 
livers.” 

* * * 

Charlie — “Here’s  a ticket  to  the 
magician’s  show  to-night,  Connie.” 
Connie — “Thank  ye,  Charlie.” 

Charlie — “And  Connie,  dear,  when  he 
comes  to  that  trick  where  he  takes  a 
teaspoon  o’  flour  and  one  egg  and  makes 
20  emelettes  watch  very  closely.” 

* * * 

“There’s  only  one  thing  wrong  with 
me  blondie,  I’m  colour  blind.” 

“You  all  sho’  mus’  be  mistah.” 

* * * 

Voice  over  telephone — “Is  Mike  Howe 
there?” 

'Answer — “What  do  you  think  this  is, 
a stock  yards?” 


NOT  ELIGIBLE 

“Those  new  people  across  the  street 
seem  very  devoted,”  said  Mrs.  Jones 
wistfully  to  the  newspaper  which  hid 
her  husband.  A rustle  of  the  paper  was 
the  only  reply  she  got,  but  she  was  used 
to  that. 

“Every  time  he  goes  out  he  kisses  her 
and  he  goes  on  throwing  her  kisses  all 
the  way  down  the  street.  Edward,  why 
don’t  you  do  that?” 

“Me?”  snorted  Mr.  Jones.  “I  don’t 
even  know  her.” 

* * * 

A young  lawyer  attended  the  funeral 
of  an  eminent  financier.  A friend  ar- 
rived at  the  funeral  a little  late,  took  a 
seat  beside  the  lawyer  and  whispers : 
“How  far  has  the  service  gone?”  The 
lawyer  nodded  toward  the  clergyman  in 
the  pulpit  and  whispered  back:  “Just 

opened  for  the  defense.” 

* * * 

“She  is  a nicely  reared  girl,  isn’t  she?” 

“I  should  say  so.  Not  bad  from  the 
front  either.” 

* ★ * 

Friend — “Which  of  your  works  of 
fiction  do  you  consider  best?” 

Author — “My  last  income  tax  return.” 

r • 

* * 

No  clergyman  being  present  at  a re- 
cent luncheon,  the  host  singled  out  a 
pious,  solemn  looking  man  in  a black 
coat  and  tie,  with  a religious  appearance 
and  asked  him  to  pronounce  a blessing. 
The  gentleman  after  being  addressed  put 
his  hand  to  his  ear  and  craned  forward 
intently.  “I  can  tell  you’re  talking  to 
me,  sir,”  he  said  loudly,  “but  I’m  so 
damn  deaf  I can’t  tell  what  in  hell 
you’re  saying." 

* * * * 

Two  small  boys  were  walking  down 
the  street  when  they  chanced  to  pass  a 
small  girl. 

One  of  the  boys  said — “Her  neck’s 
dirty.” 

The  other  boy  said — “Her  does?” 

* * -* 

My  roommate  says  there  are  some 
things  a girl  shouldn’t  do  before  twenty. 

“Yeah,  I don’t  like  an  audience 

either.” 

* * * 

“Glad  to  see  you  getting  to  work  on 
time,  Ed.” 

“Yes,  sir.  It’s  the  parrot.” 

“Parrot?  I thought  I told  you  to  get 
an  alarm  clock.” 

“Well,  I did,  but  I got  used  to  it,  and 
slept  right  through.  | So  I got  a parrot, 
and  hung  the  clock  over  his  cage,  what 
that  bird  says  when  the  alarm  goes  off 
would  wake  anybody 


He — “There’s  a certain  reason  why  I 
love  you.” 

She — “My  goodness !” 

He — “Don’t  be  ridiculous.” 

* * * 

The  one — “Why  are  you  divorcing 
your  husband?” 

The  other — “The  other  night  he  was 
reading  the  paper,  and  I slipped  up  and 
kissed  him  on  his  bald  spot” 

The  one — “Yes?” 

The  other — “And  he  said,  ‘quit  playing, 
honey,  and  get  out  those  letters  I dic- 
tated yesterday’.” 

* * * 

Boss — “When  you  called  up  my  wife 
and  told  her  I would  be  detained  at  the 
office  and  would  not  be  home  until  very 
late,  what  did  she  say?” 

Steve — “She  said,  can  I depend  on 
that?” 

* * * 

“Is  my  face  dirty  or  is  it  my  imagina- 
tion?” 

“Your  face  is  clean,  I can’t  tell  about 
your  imagination.” 

* * * 

She — “John,  dear,  I wouldn’t  let  any- 
one else  kiss  me  like  this.” 
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* * * 

“Hello,  sweetheart,”  said  a masculine 
voice  over  the  telephone.'  “This  is 
Gideon.” 

“This  is  a terrible  connection,” 
answered  the  treble  voice,  “Wfjp  did  you 
say  it  was?” 

“Gideon!  GIDEON!” 

“What?” 

“Gideon.  G for  gin;  I for  ice;  D for 
drink ; E for  excess ; 0 for  orey-eyed ; 
and  N for  necking.  Get  it?” 

“Well,  not  all  of  it,  but  anyhow,  come 
right  up.” 

* * * 

She — “Say,  it’s  past  midnight.  Do 
you  think  you  can  stay  here  all  night?” 
He — “Gosh,  I’ll  have  to  telephone 
Mother  first.” 

* * * 

Teacher — “Does  your  father  pray 
Susie?” 

Susie — “Yes,  teacher.  When  we  sat 
down  to  supper  last  night  the  first  thing 
he  said  was,  ‘Good  Lord!  We’ve  got 
beans  again’.” 

* * * 

Mr.,  Miss; 

Meet,  "Kiss. 

More  kisses ; 

Mr.,  Mrs. 
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